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*nade a motion to prevent him; but the business was already
done.
" I cannot see how thou shouldst bring thyself to such extre-
mities," said Werner. " Why must these labours, because they
are not excellent, be annihilated?"
"Because either a poem is excellent, or it should not be
allowed to exist. Because each man, who has no gift for pro-
ducing first-rate works, should entirely abstain from the pursuit
of art, and seriously guard himself against every deception on
that subject. For it must be owned, that in all men there is a
certain vague desire to imitate whatever is presented to them ;
and such desires do not prove at all that wo possess the force
within us necessary for succeeding in these enterprises. Look at
boys, how, whenever any rope-dancers have been visiting the town,
they go scrambling up and down, and balancing on all the planks
and beams within their reach, till some other charm calls them
off to other sports, for which perhaps they are as little suited.
Hast thou never marked it in the circle of our friends? No
sooner does a dilettante introduce himself to notice, than numbers
of them set themselves to learn playing on his instrument.' How
many wander back and forward on this bootless way! Happy
they, who soon detect the chasm that lies between their wishes
and their powers!"
Werner contradicted this opinion; their discussion became
lively, and Wilhelm could not without emotion employ against
his Mend the arguments with which he had already so frequently
tormented himself. Werner maintained that it was not reasonable
wholly to relinquish a pursuit for which a man had some propensity
and talent, merely because he never could succeed in it to full per-
fection. There were many vacant hours, he said, which might
be filled up by it; and then by and by some result might be
produced, which would yield a certain satisfaction to himself and
others.
Wilhelm, who in this matter was of quite a different opinion,
here interrupted him, and said with great vivacity:
" How immensely, dear friend, do yon err in believing that a
work, the first presentation of which is to fill the whole soul, can
be produced in broken hours scraped together from other extra-
neous employment! No, the poet must live wholly for himself,
wholly in the objects that delight him. Heaven has furnished Mm
internally with precious gifts; he carries in his bosom a treasure
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